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realize that some of the most irresistible women are what the young think
astonishingly ugly. When I was in Russia, I was determined to see
Lenin's widow. Every difficulty was put in my way but I got there
ultimately, I always get what I want when I want it sufficiently, and I
found this terribly ugly person the most attractive person I had ever met.
We had a most interesting conversation and she enjoyed it thoroughly.
Perhaps that explains why I have always proved so irresistible to females.
One day I'll have to settle down to writing an Intelligent Woman s Guide
to Bernard Shaw. By the way, do they still spend their years at the art
schools drawing from the nude, getting to the reality beneath the
clothes?"
I mentioned that I had been down to Oxford and visited the Slade
and they were certainly concentrating on the nude.
"They used to call it the 'life class.' Young women posed in ridiculous
and painful attitudes. What on earth could they learn from it? Life
doesn't yield its secrets for half a crown an hour, or whatever they pay
these lifeless creatures nowadays. I've posed nude to a photographer in
the manner of Rodin's Thinker but I only looked constipated. I would
suggest that the artist, if he is to achieve anything, should do bodies at
work, hands that work, faces that have been lined. . . . Then again a
quick glance at the model is often enough. I think I have told you before
how, at the British Museum, I saw a young lady working at one of the
desks. Her expression interested me and I instantly conceived the character
and wrote the description of Agatha Wylie. I had never spoken to her
and knew nothing whatever about her and yet you would say I must have
known her intimately. I once even invented a servant for one of my
models and found afterwards that he had just such a servant!"
"The thing that amuses me in portraiture is that people expect the
artist to see with the unimaginative eye of the cursory spectator."
"You mean the artist is the only one who has normal vision. I once
went to an eye specialist. When I feel for a little fling, the privilege of the
rich, I go to a doctor so that I can pay him well for listening to me.
Mistaking the object of my visit, he commenced to examine my eyes
and after the most carefully conducted scrutiny gravely informed me
that I had most abnormal vision. I laughed and told him of the natural
method and therefore the latest method of dealing with the eyes but he
was not interested. 'And what is wrong with my eyes,' I asked. 'Abso-
lutely nothing. That is why they are so abnormal/ he replied, and asked
for an autograph which I inscribed on a cheque."